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now pass. Under our feet there is a white marble
pavement, the joinings of which are even now,
after the lapse of six centuries, scarcely visible.
On our right the walls of the building are so orna'
mented that the longer we gaz;e upon it the more
we admire it. For about four feet from the ground
it is tiled. These tiles are small and oblong, of
every color under the sun, and possess an unap'
proached luster of glaz,e. Here, for instance, is a
seemingly brown tile which yet shimmers with all
the colors of the rainbow as we change our point
of view. The arrangement is simple in the ex'
treme, and yet the tiles of brown and green and
fellow harmonise perfectly. Immediately above
this tiling commences stucco work in strange geo'
metrical patterns, so cunningly devised that we
find extreme grace where one might well have ex'
pected angular rigidity.

Everywhere in this stucco work, texts of the
Koran are introduced, and the center of many of
these geometrical figures is formed of a shield
across which, in Arabic, is written "God alone
is Conqueror."1' Above this thin stucco, flung like
a lace veil upon the walls, the roof arches, and the
arch is rounded with curious stucco work, in multi'
tudinous copes, each cope gilded or painted 60
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